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The Call 


Author's Notes: 
This is supposed to be set up in 2018. Noel is touring with HFB, but there's a lot of flashbacks and thoughts 
about the past 


It was a quiet morning, nothing but the soothing sound of the air conditioner in the room, during a warmth day 
of summer in the US east coast, when the phone started to ring. It had passed around ten minutes since Noel 
woke up, but he remained in his bed for a while, before heading out for breakfast. He took his cellphone from 
the little drawer next to bed. Unregistered number. "Great" mumbled the songwriter. He decided to ignore the 
call, but his cellphone didn't stop ringing and it was driving him insane. So he grabbed it again, the number was 
from London, but it didn't seem familiar. It was probably a sneaky reporter trying to get an exclusive for some 


shitty magazine. He was prepared to drop a few nasty words at whoever was calling. 
"Yeg?" 


Nothing but silence. So he had to ask again. 


"Ello?" 

Finally he heard something. He heard a deep breath and the sound of someone licking their lips. 
"| can't keep it anymore... 

It was a familiar deep voice. Very familiar actually. Noel's heart skipped a beat. 

"How did you get this number?" inquired Noel. 

"| can't keep with this anymore.." 


Noel was unable for a while to articulate words. "I can't keep with this anymore." What did that even mean? 


But he knew anything his brother said made sense at all 


"Listen, | don't care what you have to say, l'm just gonna ask this one more time: how did you get this 
number?" 


No reply, he just heard some sobbing, and before starting to question himself again about what all that could 
meant he just hung up. He tried to carry on with his routine, not trying to care about that incident, but of 
course it kept his mind busy during the rest of the day. He went to rehearse with the band for the concert 
the next day. The thought of Liam's voice on the phone kept distracting it and it was noticeable for everyone. 
He didn't think about his words anymore, he just thought about the sound of it and how weird it felt, after all 
those years. Hours passed and he went to a local bar with his crew to have some drinks. Went back to the 
hotel, feeling a bit dizzy, but conscious enough to call his wife and ask about his kids. "Should | mention it?" He 
thought, "of course not, idiot" He hung up. Again it was him in the solitude of his hotel room, lying on the bed 
with his head resting on the palms of his hands, his sight lost in the ceiling. 


"Liam..." said out loud. It was like a weird sound coming out of his mouth. "All these years and | can't still figure 


out what you mean" 

Telling those words he extended his arm to turn off the light. He rolled on his side and closed his eyes when 
someone knocked at his door. "Fuck" he grunted. But he got up and opened. It was a guy, someone from his 
crew. 

"We've been texting you and calling you, why don't you answer?" 

‘lm trying to sleep, genius." 


"You've gotta see this" said the man while handing his cellphone to Noel with a video on it. 


It was Liam giving an interview and he was saying something about a book. Something biographical this time. 


"Something biographical". The thought of it hit the songwriter like a train, but he kept watching it before 


saying something. On it, his younger brother was sitting on a leather couch, wearing one of those parkas that 
resembled a trash bag and made him look like a homeless man begging for food on a stinky alley. He mentioned 
"telling the truth to his fans" and "how and why Oasis split happened." It finally ended and Noel didn't tell a word 


about it, his face remained calm. 
"| need some sleep" and telling that the songwriter closed the door and headed to bed. 


He slept only a few hours and woke up before sun had risen again. Before anyone else went to his hotel room 
to question him, he went to take a walk to the beach shore. The cold breeze hit his face and revolved his 
clothes, making him cross his arms to get a sensation of warm. He kept walking to the shore until all he could 
see and hear was the sea and the smell of it filled him. It was a calm sensation. The sea had always calmed 
him, despite saying so many times he didn't like it. He thought about how easy it would be to just keep walking 
until he couldn't keep his head over the sea surface. Just leaving like that, without having to explain anything 
to anyone. But no, it wasn't his style. He was a coward man and he feared physical pain. Then he started to 
remember how things used to be when he was younger. How many times he has been in America. With Meg. 
With Sara.. With Liam. He thought about a night on a hotel room, too drunk for stop to think if it was the 
correct thing to do. Two pair of lips trying to get as much as they could from each other, their tongues 
twisting. His cold fingertips against Liam's warmth and sweaty back. How he opened his eyes to check if his 
lover had them opened. The angelical sight of Liam's lids closed. 


"This isn't you.." said Noel, almost like a whisper. 


He pictured his brother picking the phone to call him, with that greedy piece of shit next to him, telling him 
what to do, trying to exploit every breathe out of his poor brother. "The Gift that keeps giving." 


"You'll never stop being an idiot..." 

Noel got mad with Liam for letting a piece of shit control him. Then got mad at himself for letting it happen 
He should've protected him and instead of doing so he abandoned him. He left him alone like a child, and now it 
was too late. After meditating for a while, Noel headed to the hotel again. The sun was already rising and it 
was being time to meet with his crew to get breakfast. When he went to his hotel room he could hear the 
phone ringing from behind the door. He stepped in and saw it was Sara calling. Twenty calls missed and over a 
hundred text messages. He took a deep breath while looking at the phone screen. He waited until it started 


ringing again. 


"This is gonna be tough." He said right before answering the call. 


